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Tbebiftory 
Of her ore-eaten faith, are giuen to Dimed, 

Vitf. May w rchy Xroyius be halfc attached 
With that whici. heete bis paflion doth exprefie? 

1 roy. IGTteke.aod chat (hall be divulged well 
In Characters as red as Mars his heart 
Inflam d w th Venus :neu:r did young man fancy 
With fo eternall and lb fixe a loule. 

Harke Greeke,as much I do Creffdlo\xe t 
So much by waight , hate I her Diomed: 

That fleeue is mine, that heele bcare on his Heltnei 
Were it a Cailke compofd by Vu/canss kill 
My fword fihould bite it : Not the dreadfull Ipout 
V Vhich Shipmen do the hurricano call, 

Conftringd in MaC by the almighty funne 

Shal dizzy with more clamour Neptunesjeare, in his’difcent, 

Then fhall my prompted fword , falling on Diomed, 

T tier: Heel e tide it for his co ncupie. 

T roy: O Crefjid,0 falfe Creffid, falfe,fl»’fe,falfe: 

Let all vntruthes (land by thy flained name. 

And theyle feeme glorious, 

Vlif: O containcyourfelfej 
Yourpalfion drawes earcs hethcr. "Enter Eneas, 

Aene: I haue beenefeeking you this houre my Lord: 
HUor by this is aiming him in Troy : 
tAiax your guard ftayes t'oconcuCt you home. 

T roy: Haue with you Princcrmy curteous Lord adiew, 
farewell rcuoulted faire : an d Diomed 
Stand faft , and wcare a Calfle^n thy head, 

Vtif. He bring you to the gates 
’Trey. Accept diflraclcd chankes. 

ExeHnt TroylEeneas andVlifcs. 

Ther , Would I could meete that roague 'Diomed I would 
croke like aRauen, I would bode, I would bodetPrtfw/#/ 
will giuemcany thing for the inteligence of this whore; the 
Parrot will not do more for an almond tnen he for a commo- 
dious drab:Lechery,lcchery, ftill wa rres and lechery, nothing 
elfc holds fafhion, A burning diuellukc them, "Exit. 

Enter 


Enter Hector and Andromache . 

And . When was my Lord fo much vugently temperd. 

To flop his earcs againft admonifhment •• 

Vnarme,vnarme ,and do not fight to day. 

Held. You traine me to offend you, get you in, 

By all the cuerlafting gods lie go. 

And. My dreames will fure prooue ominous to the day. 
Hell, No more 1 fay. 

Enter Cajfandra ♦ 

Caf. Where is my brothet Heitor f 

And , Here filler, arm'd and bloody in intenr, 

Confort with me in lov d and deere petition, 

Purfue we him on knees •• for I haue dreamt 
Ofbloudy turbulence, and this whole night 
Hath nothing beene but flrapes and formes offlaughtc*. 
Caff, Otis true. 

Hell, Ho? bid my trumpet found. 

Cref, No notes of fallie for the heauens fweete brother. 
Hell, fiegon I fay, the gods haue heard me lweare, 

Caf. The gods are deafe to hotte and pceuifh vowes* 
They are polluted offrings moreabhord. 

Then fpottedliuersinthe facrifice. 

And. O be pcrfA'aded,do not count it holy, 

It i;. the purpofe that makes ftrong the vow. 

But vowes to euerv purpofe rauft not hold. - j 
Vnarme fweet Heitor . 

He It, Hold you ftill I fay. 

Mine honor keepes the weather of my fate.* 

Life euery man holds deere but the deereman. 

Holds honor farre more precious deere then life. 

Enter Troyltu, 

How now yong man.meaneft thou to fight to day. 

And. C'dffandra call my father to perfwade.Ear/f faff*”* 
Hell, No faith yong T royltu.iofte thy harnefle youth, 

I am to day ith ! vaine of chiualrie. 

Let grow thy finews till their knots beftrong. 

And tempt not yet the brufhes of the warre. 

V iwme thee go,and doubt thou not braue boy. 
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